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friendship and enriched by his bounty, seeing none of them had the courage
to rid him of one bishop, who gave him more trouble than all the rest of
his subjects." Four young gentlemen in his service, who had no other
religion than to flatter their prince, viz., Sir William Tracy, Sir Hugh
Morville, Sir. Richard Briton, and Sir Reginald Fitz-Orson, conspired
privately together to murder him.

The archbishop was received in London with exceeding great triumph:
but the young king sent him an order to confine himself to the city of
Canterbury.   The saint alleged that he was obliged to make the visitation
of his diocese.   On Christmas-day, after mass, he preached his last sermon
to his flock.    In the end he declared that he should shortly leave them,
and that the time of his death was at hand.   All wept bitterly at this news,
and the saint, seeing their tears, could not entirely contain his own: but
he comforted himself with motives of holy faith, and stood some time
absorbed in God, in the sweet contemplation of his adorable will.    The
four assassins being landed in England, were joined by Renald of Broke,
who brought with him a troop of armed men.   They went the next day
to Canterbury, and insolently upbraiding the archbishop with treason,
threatened him with death unless he absolved all those who were inter-
dicted or excommunicated.   The saint answered, it was the pope who had
pronounced those censures, that the king had agreed to it, and promised
his assistance therein before five hundred witnesses, among whom some
of them were present, and that they ought to promise satisfaction for their
crimes before an absolution.   They, in a threatening manner, gave a charge
to his ecclesiastics that were present to watch him, that he might not
escape:  for the king would make him an example of justice.   The saint
said, " Do you imagine that I think of flying:   no, no;   I wait for the
stroke of death without fear."    Then showing with his hand that part of
his head where God had given him to understand he should be struck,
he said, " It is here, it is here that I expect youl "    The assassins went
back, put on their bucklers and arms, as if they were going to a battle,
and taking with them the other armed men, returned to the archbishop,
who was then gone to the church, for it was the hour of vespers.    He
had forbidden in virtue of obedience any to barricade the doors, saying
the church was not to be made a citadel.   The murderers entered, sword
in hand, crying out, " Where is the traitor? "    No one answered, till
another cried, "Where is the archbishop?"    The saint then advanced
toward them, saying, " Here I am, the archbishop, but no traitor."   All
die monks and ecclesiastics ran to hide themselves or to hold the altars,
except three, who stayed by his side.   The archbishop appeared without
the least commotion or fear.   One of the ruffians said to him, " Now you
must diet "   He answered, " I am ready to die for God, for justice, and
for the liberty of his church.   But I forbid you, in the name of the Almighty